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and L I go to a school at Ambleside. Mr.
Dawes is the Master.'

' And what do you learn there? '

(It was the strangest thing, as though behind
this outward talk they were conducting a quite
different conversation. As though he said to
her: ' I have just been with Georges and he told
me . . .' It was the boy's air of being not yet
awake, of suffering under some enchantment.)

His eyes, were never still, nor his feet. He
looked at her with the most engaging friendliness.

*  Oh, they try their best to teach me, but I
cannot learn any of the ordinary things.    I shall
dream of that lady for weeks and write stories
about her.    She shall be the Queen of Ejuxria,'

' Where?'

' Ejuxria. It is a country that I discovered
many years back. She shall be the next
Queen. Oh, ma'am, what a grand Queen she
will make.'

Oh yes, she will, and her servants will go
spying in the drawers of her Ladies-in-Waiting,
reading their letters, undoing the faded ribbons ...

4 Do you like to be here?' she asked him.

* I like to be everywhere.    It is all the same,
for if a place is ugly one can make one's own
picture of it, can one not, ma'am?'

How odd it was to see this small child, with
his restless, unexpected gestures (so that he would
crack his fingers or move three steps on one foot
as though he were playing hop-scotch, or swing
his little arms above his head), a child like none
other that she had ever seen, and feel that she had